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                                                           BALI

Colors emerge and float into obscure focus from out of deep shadow. Images, muted voices, music, familiar faces, all flash across the deep dimension of my perception. Rearing up, brightening, then just as I am able to identify them and comprehend the image, it vaporizes instantaneously, as another face and series of sensations emerges from the primordial recesses of a psyche, that somehow has waxed troubled.

With a start, I awake. The darkness of my dream world shifts. I comprehend where I lay hidden beneath mosquito netting, which in the faint quarterlight from a wane half moon, glows slightly. The sharp cackle of a rooster pierces the tangible silence in the huge bed I share with Donna, whose soft regular breath, falls warmly against my chest. I have dreamt in color since I was twelve. It started soon after I had learned to surf. The room carries none of the vibrance of my dreams. I am cognizant.  The memory of the Hindu ceremony we attended last night in a nearby village ebbs forward. Colors again, a stark contrast to the black and white reality my sleep filled eyes attempt to focus upon.
Sliding out from under a naked embrace, the soft featherlike touch of the netting strokes my back and I swing feet to cool stone floor, as another crow indicates the impending cacophony of the thousands of roosters that daily herald the approach of each dawn in Bali with a din approaching more the timbre of a lion’s roar, than that of multiple fowl.
Up and into the garden bathroom of the large room there at Puri Asri, a flick of a switch sends the lone light alive and all is colorful under the overhead starlit black canopy of night. More roosters crow and the sound rattles through the silence. Turning back, I am confronted with a stark white face in the window of our room, illumined by that lone light. Lines of color outline in makeup fashion it’s garish appearance. It looks to be a mask from the ceremony last night. It’s eyes stare emotionlessly back at me. It is funny this, not unlike a scene from a Hollywood matinee. Instinctively I turn my head, hold out an arm and hand in resistance, snap off the light. It would come in if I let it. It is dispassionate, unmenacing. It is just there.
The words of Gusti Made Merta return. He had been recounting the reason for the many offerings the Hindi make daily.  They  appease the many Gods of Bali, averting disasters, making peace with them in exchange for peace in the physical world. “We make many offerings” he had told me. “We believe. It only works if you believe. Maybe you should not believe”.  My staunch Christian background taught me of such things. Gods rule the darkness of this world. Resist them and their power over you is limited. I had heard the account of an expat Canadian who, married to a Hindu woman had believed. He had undergone an exorcism with a Hindu priest and black magic practitioner recently. The painful reality of his belief and acceptance was a story I had heard often as I grew up being tutored by various missionaries. But his torment through pain returned a peace to his heart, previously troubled.
I slide back into bed. The specter, stares back from the shadows.  Donna pulls me to her, and sleep comes again. No dreams. Peace. 

Dawn drifts through the lush tropical environ outside and washes into the room. Soft amber light. The netting waxes gold above us. I hear footsteps at the door. The sweet tempered girl from the kitchen is checking to see if we are awake, As her steps recede I softly waken Donna.  Her sweet scent is in stark contrast to the punky smell of the mosquito coils we had burned the night before. We kiss and fade into each other, as the roar of the roosters reaches for climax.
On our veranda, over a breakfast of tea, nasi goreng and fruit later, I say nothing about the night.  It is peaceful as we watch the morning light play upon the lush grounds. We are the only people staying in the huge resort complex, formerly owned by a German friend of Donna’s, now operated by a wealthy Balinese artist. The place is amazing. A compilation of Balinese and Timorian art and landscaping that exudes beauty where ever one turns to look. It is in the village of Petulu, just outside of Ubud, well away from the tumultuous environs of Denpasar and Kuta.
Donna has a company that creates and distributes jewelry and fashion accessories. It is based here in Ubud. She is in Bali working on her next year’s collection. Ubud is sort of the central hub of a circle of villages which contain craftsmen and artisans specializing in various disciplines. Donna located her design and production here in Bali for that reason. When one stays in Ubud, it is easy to get access to all the talents in the surrounding villages.

She had invited me to come along when I expressed interest in seeing how she worked with native craftsmen and artisans. Having been a craftsman myself for twenty years, the concept of meeting these people and their families fascinated me now as a photojournalist. 
Caprice being what it is, I had concurrently accepted an invitation to meet noted Hawaiian history professor and waterman, Tom “Pohaku” Stone on Java in the same time frame, to document and experience a sort of “Gathering of the Tribe”. Tom told me via e mail that he would be doing a sort of pilgrimage to Java with a group of Hawaiians and a bunch of different sorts of surfboards for some kind of event. He picked Java because the surf was good there, it was remote, and likely the prior home to the Polynesians before they got to Hawaii. He called it a key destination in the great migration. It piqued my interest, and at the gentle direction of Duane Desoto I had agreed to go. I figured understanding of what would occur, would come later. Donna said she wanted to come with me. I needed an assistant and since she had recently been helping me, well, here we were.
We were to spend ten days on Bali. Then go to Java for eight days, then return to Bali to finish her collection. Those first ten days proved to be a whirlwind of work and discovery as Donna drew out and built samples, working closely with many of the families in the surrounding villages. On occasion we would venture into Kuta or Denpasar, but our days and nights were principally spent in the outlying areas of Ubud.  
We saw the bombing site on Legian St. in Kuta, where so many had died. Gusti, our driver, told us that four men were in jail with death sentences on their heads. They would be shot eventually, he said matter of factly. For now they managed to draw breath by ratting out others. The Balinese in their Hindu mindset had an interestingly simple take: they were saddened, the people who did this were in the wrong, they would die. It paralleled the tenet of putting a sick dog to sleep, to my western mind. Seeing the monument to the night time horror made me glad we were not staying in Kuta. How could someone hurt so many and damage Bali? It perplexed me.
 Immersed in the rich, family oriented culture, I discovered the unique nature of a people to whom family and closeness were paramount items. Gusti made it his mission to see that I would experience “The Real Bali” as he frequently called it as an underscore for the various sites and tastes and escapades he would throw me into daily. I knew no Indonesian, he little English, but in a few days he and I had sort of fallen in together. Ever meet a stranger only to find out they felt sort of like a long lost brother or sister? That was my relationship with Gusti, who tutored me in all things Balinese from family through work and culture and yes, sex. That man loved women. But we will keep his true confessions between the lines here. Suffice it to say he was a deeply committed family man with an amazing work ethic, who I came to admire and respect. An honest man.
It has been said many times by writers and travelers: Bali is an amazing, magical experience. I had heard that from Aussie traveler and surfer Jim Banks who had been here twenty five years prior exploring the surf potential: “Mate you HAVE to go there” was his principal direction. Being a little slow, it only took me those twenty five years.

I found that the Gods of Bali dictated the tempo and timbre of the voice, heartbeat and siren song that drew a long history of transients into the island country from the ancient Chinese to present day Euro tourists, Japanese, a dwindling number of Aussies and now only occasional Americans. A world in turmoil had thrown Bali on the do not call list of international tourism. The US consulate had warnings up as we had left, about radical terrorism threats in Bali and Java. Asking around, I had decided to come anyway. It was a relief to see who and what actually controlled this part of the world. It definitely was not the dread Al Quaida as I was to learn in passing. It was a people who embraced me and taught me about their dance with the Gods of their land.
A case in point would be Petulu. The village we stayed in. In the sixties a clash with government troops had caused the entire village to be slaughtered. Genocide as Gusti had described it. An even more horrible concept than a Western mind could accommodate when one experiences the closeness of the Balinese family unit. The silent homes of the vanquished lay dormant, waiting seemingly, he said. But for what? A couple seasons later something odd occurred. White herons descended into the trees above the village, a huge number of them. The Balinese believe. It was said to be the incarnation of their belief and proof by their Gods: the slaughtered innocent returned in the guise of white herons. They are there to this day.  I was dumbfounded when I saw that they would return at sunset each night to roost overhead. But that is “The Real Bali”: a land that urges one to believe.
Then there is the smile. Yes, a miraculous thing when one hails from the West where smiles are reserved for special occasions. In Bali, people just look at you and the first reaction is generally a smile. It is a reflection of what they have on the inside I found, and entirely infectious. I was a little confused when the first light of a Balinese smile fell on me, as it was in passing through Customs, a place where stories of touts and forced offerings to the government abound. The customs officer did it when he waved us through, opting NOT to search our huge pile of luggage, gear and boards.

By the third day I’d resigned myself to the fact that in Bali, people sort of accept you at face value, and well, they simply smile about that. Donna put it this way, having experienced years in Bali: “they believe that if YOU are happy, then they are happy”. So this is how it starts. With a smile. I found myself using that to great effect as I wandered the rice fields, countryside and city streets, shooting stills and motion picture. I would simply point the camera and smile. It was a surreal experience, seeing an entire family rushing along on a motorbike, light up smiles in unison, as they spied me grinning behind the camera.
Our ten days in Bali passed rapidly as Donna built silver and beaded designs herself, and hammered out others with all the artisans and their families. I simply immersed myself in what swirled around me daily, camera unobtrusively in hand most moments.

We visited a beach where a pro event had recently been held. No one around, really. Not what one expects of Balinese waters. Surf was 4-6 feet and sort of thumping. We ran across Jesse Merle Jones, who was enroute to the Maldives for a contest. He was taking apart a deserted four foot wave, that he graciously left to Donna and I’s clumsy efforts after a few waves with us. We even saw a shark whipping through a rip at one spot. I had been told those did not exist here. Funny, I had been told a lot of things about Bali. But the place seemed to define itself to one on a quite individual basis.
One night Gusti had dragged us out to his village temple. He had urged me the prior couple days to make the time to come. “The dancers, they are from my village, they are the best in the world. The REAL Bali David. You and Donna must come. You can film it.  The ceremony too!” He was animated and adamant. He had then sent us out to buy ceremonial dress. 
 The concept of filming people praying is a touchy one for me since I am from the West. But as Donna and I climbed the stone steps to the temple in the darkness with all my gear, I was cognizant of only a few things as I was concentrating on not stepping on my sarong and ripping it from my waist in front of several hundred Hindi in a religious place: the lilt of a chant calling through the darkness, shadowy faces and soft smiles, rows of kneeling figures. We gingerly made our way around, as I cautiously searched for a good camera position.

In short order we were set up overlooking the muted courtyard with it’s sweet smells of food, deep shadows, bright colors under bare bulb lights, which created sporadic oases in the dark. Looking through the lens I pushed in through it all, seeking the source of the song that lead the village in prayer. Past the biers, through the shadows, the frame wandered, to the far end of the crowded temple courtyard, where it found a bright white light, under which knelt a ceremoniously dressed old man holding a microphone into which poured the content of lung and will.
 We wandered the courtyard for a bit, taking it all in, softly, as unobtrusively as possible and yes, managing to keep my sarong on. Gusti had helped me tie it, I sort of half expected it to fall off as a sort of joke he would and could play on me. I imagined a half naked guy holding a movie camera in the dark with hundreds of people trying to pray. Talk about nervous. That adage about being a cat in a room full of rocking chairs kept popping to mind as I worked my way outside to where the dancers prepped for their performances, surrounded by a throng of little girls and boys who watched makeup and wardrobe go on in a painstaking process.
In short order the rhythmic tones of the gamelan called us outside of the temple grounds to the area that had been set up for the dancers. Walking down the stone steps and peering out into darkness pierced by bright construction style floodlights, the musicians were in tempo already, the music beckoning all to the performance. Hurriedly setting up a camera position I was taken by the smiles and apparent union the musicians had with their instruments. The entire large group of them, drums, gamalans, flutes, et al merged into a swaying ,milling, syncopating entity,  from which poured the most heart lifting sound, in harmonic unison.
As different dancers worked their way out of the shadows and down the steps, I lost myself in the performance and the frame. It finally occurred to me that the dancers were playing to my camera position after first playing to the huge throng of children at the foot of the performance area. It hit me then, Gusti! He had spoken with them apparently and here I had it, an artists dream. This amazingly talented, beautiful group of dancers, was helping me create something I had not even known to dream of. It seemed  that everywhere I looked, superlative visuals emerged out of the shadows, stealing my breath in the process.   The sight of Donna when a beam of light fell on her, dressed in the bright colors of a Hindu woman’s ceremonial dress, hair up and coifed, emblazoned itself on my heart, like light on a Polaroid .  She handed me cameras as I continually switched off between a huge number of lenses and camera formats. The night, sweetly scented with flowers, food, the music, the dancers, squeals of the children, pulsed in a rythmic orgasm of sensations. It was as a living creature in many ways, carrying on it’s back the tangible nature of a people and their Gods. A heady rush into another world and culture that at night’s end left me dizzily wondering what it was I had just experienced.
As we stopped on the way home for Padang food, Gusti, who had worked an 18 hour day between driving and helping set up for the ceremony just wearily smiled and said: “This is it David, The Real Bali”. The silent deserted streets at dog hour, populated now only by the canine population, seemed to concur with him as we made our way back to Puri Asri and bed.
                                                   JAVA
 

We had glided seamlessly through rudimentary security at the Denpasar domestic terminal, found our way onto the packed flight to Jakarta and were winging our way Northeast. Out the window of the well used commuter jet, large mountains poked up through low clouds. Volcanoes. They were mute in the dull roar of the engines and hazy grey light of an Indonesian morning. The two hour flight passed quickly. Hard not be be uneasy about going to Java. Checking my E mail in Ubud the past several days I had seen several notices from the US State Department about terrorism activities in and around Jakarta. The emails were very detailed, informative and above all cautionary. The gist of them was basically: don’t go there.  Then there was the earthquake activity, and general geologic turmoil Western news sources had been reporting about often the past few months.

 

We were on our way to meet Tom Stone, a man with four degrees who would shortly become Doctor Stone and around twenty Hawaiians. Seemed like good intelligence and security to me. Better than the State Department could offer anyway. Anybody who has ever spent much time out Makaha way knows exactly what I mean. The thought made me smile. He said we would be out of Jakarta rapidly and all would be well as we would find the West Java coast within five hours of our departure from the airport.
                    Da Pele Challenge - Days of Aloha.

                                                                                           By Tom Stone
West Java, and a passage through the capital of Jakarta is a place where culture and people some times clash. It’s political position globally is questionable in today’s modern world. But as natives there is a significant reason for us to return here.  To walk upon the land where few care to go due to heightened concerns for their safety.  As Hawaiian’s or Kanakamaoli such matters are of little concern to us because we always come with aloha no matter where we go in the world.  Our attitude is the same, we came to honor our past and not to disturb another people’s way of life, but if you want to f_ _ _k with us, you have a problem that will never go away.  Terrorism is not a concern bottom line, because we have respect for the people we encounter, and their way of life is just that – their’s.
  But, what is unique is West Java’s association to Hawaii.  It is a place where the gods we worship in our islands a world away were first born, and our way of life as land people came to an end, and the beginning of an ocean people would take rise riding the crest of the waves that carried us far from any continental shores on our long voyage into the vast Pacific. 
Today we utter the phrase “pi’i mai ka nalu”  which translates as: surf is up, standing here along a 2 mile stretch of beach and looking south across this vast bay.  We are here in West Java to enjoy surfing some of the best waves that can be found on this coastline. We give praise to our ancestors, the ancient gods of surfing, and other Hawaiian sports which are traditional ritualized forms of athleticism lost in time.  Culturally significant are the ritual expressions for surfing that have been overlooked or denigrated despite the oral, written, and archaeological evidence that remains -- monumental in scale even here in Java.  From a native perspective, the cultural interpretation of surfing is a source of identity for us as a native people of the ocean and the islands within it.  Surfing is the indigenous spirit of who we are and is the physical representation of our island home, and source of the aloha that everyone desires to emulate. 
With the total collapse of the Hawaiian population and its indigenous social and ritualistic structure following the introduction of European diseases beginning with James Cook’s arrival in 1778 and with the advent of Christian missionaries in the 1820’s, our knowledge of the ritualistic expressions of surfing and the multitude of other sports waned and its ritualized performances eventually ceased to be recognized. But, from a native perspective, the key to understanding this unique relationship that entailed the interaction of human and god, and the landscape which binds the spiritual to the physical, the cultural performance of surfing is truly necessary in order to maintain our thriving native culture.
Da Pele Challenge – Days of Aloha is rooted in this necessity of traditions.  It is about Hawaiian traditional practices of worship that are originally centered around the annual Makahiki festival in Hawai’i that occurs during the winter months (Oct. – Feb.) in the northern hemisphere (this would be – April to Aug. – in the southern hemisphere).  Sadly, the vigorous stimulus of the Makahiki that had been of prime cultural importance to the Hawaiian people in keeping sports and games alive and fresh, as a means of maintaining our robust and thriving culture, was celebrated for the last time on a grand scale in 1819.  By the late 19th century surfing would also become antiquated in most areas of our islands (and nearly banned as were most of our cultural practices and language) if it were not for Princess Ka’iulani (she would have been our next Queen) who in defiance of the white oligarchy that controlled our islands and culture who through surfing made the bold political statement – that we were an independent people politically and culturally. She surfed in open defiance daily before passing away in 1898 at the age of 23. She surfed, and did it as an expression of her cultural freedom.  Surfing, and those who embrace it today continually make the same statement.  Surfing and this concept is my way (our way) of showing respect to ancestral traditions that would bring us together no matter what your ethnicity. Through surfing there is that opportunity to educate, promote, and share the meaning of aloha which should be a part of our surf culture today. 
We are fortunate that even though our traditions of surfing wavered for a time, it was not lost like some of our other more extreme sports. As the culture of the islands receded in time, all recreational practices such as he’enalu (surfing), he’ehölua (mountain surfing), umauma (bodysurfing), and lelepali (cliff jumping with no water) would be placed on a fast track to oblivion.  There would be no place for these magnificent Hawaiian sports of daring again, until appearing publicly once more in the 20th century, with the coming of foreign adventurers seeking the allure of the laid back Hawaiian lifestyle - surfing. 

It would be surfing, that would become a cultural practice consumed by the Western world.  Surfing, once solely a native practice, is now embedded in the collective global consciousness.  It is ironic that surfing, a cultural practice of the Hawaiians, was outlawed, along with other native practices by the Western world, but over time has become engrained in the culture of that world. It now thrives as a billion dollar sport. That is where the concept for Da Pele Challenge comes in.  

Over time we have lost sight of the fact that this unique traditional Hawaiian sport: he’enalu (surfing), and the many other sports were a significant component of a culture. Not only that, but it's only been in the last 100 years or so that the world began showing any interest in surfing and eventually started to record it’s history and surf culture, which gave rise to our contemporary sub-surf culture.  With this Western perspective of history have come a lot of misconceptions about surfing – who surfed, when we surfed, where we surfed, how we surfed, what we surfed on, and the type of waves we surfed.  Much of the knowledge of surfing is confined to a specific time period with most of the information focused on the post-contact era, and very little about the traditional ritualism of surfing because with the exception of the natives of old (and the families who retained the knowledge) no one really rode any of the (actual) traditional surfboards nor do they know of the ritualistic pageantry associated with surfing.  We are here in West Java to put those myths to rest.  This is the first time that so many would experience the ride – using a traditional Hawaiian surfboard.
Da Pele Challenge brings us to Java to re-incorporate native Hawaiian ritualism and pageantry back into surfing, and to remove the many myths that surround the ancient practice of surfing and the boards ridden by our ancestors.  West Java would provide a place with minimal crowds in order for us to once again practice the ancient side of surfing along side the modern.  This small, unique event gave many a chance to experience extremes in surfboard design and material – the old and new, side by side as we shredded waves together.  West Java is the place chosen to share, experience, and making an effort to incorporate the ancient knowledge of our ancestors passed down through generations back into a surfing world where many believe it has no place.  The crew would learn and become intimately familiar with a form of surfing that will be with them for a lifetime.  They had an opportunity to experience what many have not and may never – that the old wooden surfboards of the ancient Hawaiian can be ridden and will perform in these perfect waves of West Java or that of Hawai’i.  With Da Pele Challenge comes the “aloha” spirit. It was definitely our voyage of re-discovering the ancient traditions about surfing not just as an observer, but an actual participant.  E ola mau a mau na ‘ano o ko makou kupuna, pae ka nalu (Life continues for the ways of our ancestors, catch the wave).

                                  SEGUE
We were passing through one of the villages in an outlying area, a suburb of Jakarta on our way west from the airport. The roadside had been both littered and decorated with the sights and sounds of crowded Indonesia. Our driver pointed to a row of yellow houses as we crawled  along in traffic and simply said "Al Quaida. They live there." Then, "Al Quaida bad. Muslims do not like Al Quaida." I had asked him why and he said: "Being Muslim is not about politics" It worked for me. I began to relax a bit as we rolled towards Stone's destination for us.

Hours later in a steady monsoonal rain we arrived at a tidy resort enclave locate in a large and I mean geographically huge, bay. Donna had drinks made of watermelon juice and vodka which she had in our hands shortly.  We sat and watched the rain pound down upon grey waters and flat looking conditions. Sleep came easily that night in spite of the steamy humidity in our room, and the drone of  Muslim chanting  through the requisite village loudspeaker

Dawn broke. It really did. We had sunshine and were soon in the hectic clamor of a harbor acquiring the boats we would be using for the next week. A few hours later saw us  arriving at a spot with heaving four to six foot barrels. Each of the three boats had opted for different breaks. Tom's intention apparently, was to spread us out in the vacant West Javanese waters and coastline. 

Our days were to be spent riding the large assortment of boards we had brought. SurfTech had seen to it that virtually every molded board style in their vast catalog had been represented. A large array of custom fiberglass craft was in the mix as well. Then there was a teensy little wooden tongue depressor thing that Tom had carved out of wili wili wood. It's round bottom, flat deck and narrow girth making it appear more an example of a missing link the sport had evolved away from, then any truly surfable craft.

Having long been a participant in Natural Selection's process of surfboard design and development by virtue of having shaped around 15,000 boards and glassing many more, I was intrigued at the obvious direction this was  headed.

The week was spent with Hawaiians being, well, Hawaiians.  Surfing, fishing, hunting the waters of that coast, swimming, bodysurfing, just everything a water people would engage in. We became a tribe. I experienced what it was like to be a vital part of that. It was like living a very surreal reality show. We would wake, schedule our days according to the surf, and do long boat rides out to various spots in the huge bay. The waves pretty much flexed nonstop in the three to ten foot range as two swells pulsed in due course. The crew which was composed of eighteen people from every walk of life in Hawaii from Professional surfers to lifeguards and to other, non surf industry folk, had one thing in common, that being, having Hawaii as their home. It was a sort of reverse migration of sorts. We even had the board that likely would have been ridden when the pilgrims were not yet Hawaiians, centuries earlier as they had headed outward from this shore.

 The concept of the Pele Challenge, and Days of Aloha defined itself as well. The loosely structured event, really was about determining which member of the tribe showed best mastery of all the facets of being a waterman from riding the various boards, fishing  etc. to being able to exhibit the tenets of Aloha under the extreme pressure of simply being a member of that talented and sometimes aggressive tribe. 

To me it offered a rare glimpse into what it would actually be like, going back in time and reducing all of life's facets sociologically, to their most elemental. Within that tribe, there existed warriors, hunters, a chief, and everyone in between. I loved it. How else could one know what it would really have been like, having grown up in the vastly homogenate social strata of a Western society? 
They danced with seemingly different Gods than we do today. I began to see the method behind Tom's madness. Who would even think about assembling a group of twenty people, taking them to a distant land, throwing them all together and letting natural selection sort things out and watch a tribe form? The concept proved pure genius.

 It was a trip back in time, culminating for me on the day that Tom's wood board was ridden at a perfect little reef break that likely had never been surfed by anyone before. In perfect two to four foot left hand zippers, Pake Salmon was given first opportunity to ride the board. She would be as close to naked as her Christian sensibilities and daring allowed. I mean think about it? Look at the Irony! She was to be recreating an event from hundreds of years ago, when a woman would surf, the tribe would watch, and what was natural  in the normal course of human interaction would likely ensue. I remember Rell Sun relating the process a long time ago: "A man and woman would ride a wave together, and then they would make love." Simple, elemental. But the process and act, the missionaries to Hawaii found violated everything they knew. So they sought to kill it, and almost succeeded. That is how surfing almost died. It did not of course, but simply metamorphosed, becoming something different. Not better, or worse, but different. We were on Java to experience what it had been prior. In a different world. A more elemental and visceral one.

As a half naked Pake, with hibiscus  affixed in flowing brunette hair, stroked the little board into the bright blue lineup, a crowd of Indonesian fishing boats had gathered around. They came as close as their fear of the waves allowed. There were about fifty Muslim men on those craft. We were in abject violation of Muslim law.  The break had become a makeshift arena. During the week they had appeared from out at sea one boat at a time and would cheer when Dino or Lance or Makamai would surf. Keep in mind we are off deserted jungle. A boat showing up was sort of a big deal. Multiple boats arriving was a very unusual thing.
Chief Pohaku somehow had our two boats full of Hawaiians held in check as they seethed impatiently, watching the perfect little gems roll through vacantly. Pake simply stroked into a wave and rode it. Then over the course of the next hour, rode a lot of waves. The board worked! Tom's plan had worked as well, and his dream of recreating something he had only seen in the course of his historic study materialized. The stuff of cognition had become a tangible reality.

In an initial surf of the break, Dino Miranda had ridden the first wave, so according to modern surf tradition he got to name it. He called it "Titties". I think I saw Pake blush when she heard that. The contest?  In reading between these lines, any astute observer of Hawaiian culture can likely figure out who won that.

Weeks later as Donna and I were aboard a flight bound for Taipei, headed to our reinsertion into Western culture, I was watching a sunset which seemed to stretch towards eternity, at thirty five thousand feet. Below us, the mountainous region of Brunei and a silvery orange sea were part of the slowly changing, multi hued diorama. Cumulus clouds rose from the sea floor, soaring up above, in vast incredible columns.  The ominous thunderheads laid in profile against the darkening dome of sky. Stars faintly began to illuminate at the upper reaches in the deepest indigo parts of the dome. A vibrant slash of orange marked the horizon where the sun settled, hidden in cloud behind the curve of the firmament. 

 Gathering the life force of the world below, power surged up through and out of the dark thunderheads, exploding in a spiderweb of bright white light which arced through the warm toned heights at which we soared, bridging the scene. It would happen in pulses, arcing from one thunderhead to the next, as if they were gathering strength, before letting another web of bolts fly.

 The thought occurred to me, how unique man's dance with his Gods was, and how it had changed over time. Yet the destination was always the same. It being the far horizon.

 
